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fifteen feet, Yermakov had slid on his belly over the
mocky ground of a cornfield left fallow for the season. He"
and the horse jumped to their feet simultaneously. And a
minute later Yermakov was in the saddle again. Capless,
with blood streaming from him, but with his bared sabre ini
his hand he flew to overtake the flood of cossack cavalry
streaming down the slope.
" And why should I bury myself ? " he asked with
apparent surprise, as he drew level with Gregor. His eyes
were still aflame with the light of battle, and suffused with
blood. But he averted his gaze in embarrassment.
" The cat knows whose meat she's eaten ! What are you
riding behind me for ? " Gregor asked angrily.
" What meat are you talking about ? Don't ask me your
riddles now, I shan't guess them in any case. I fell off my
horse head first to-day. . . /'
" Is that your work ? " Gregor pointed at the prisoner
with his whip.
Yermakov pretended that he had not noticed them before,
and assumed a boundless astonishment:
" Well, the sons of bitches ! The damned rogues ! They've
stripped them ! But when did they manage to do that ?
You wouldn't believe it! Why, I only left them a minute
ago, after giving strict orders that they were not to be
touched. And now look at them! They've stripped the
poor devils clean !"
" Don't try to pull the wool over my eyes ! What are
you acting for ? Did you give orders to undress them ? "
" God forbid! Are you in your senses, Gregor
Pantalievich ? "
" Do you remember my command ? "
" You mean in regard to ..."
" Yes, in regard to that! "
" Why, of course I remember. I remember it by heart
Like the poetry we used to learn at school."
Gregor involuntarily smiled. Leaning across his saddle,
he seized Yermakov by the strap of his swordbelt. He was
very fond of this daring, desperately brave commander.
" Kharlampy ! No wriggling; why did you allow it ?
The new colonel they've put in the staff in place of Kopylov
will report it, and you'll have to answer for it. You won't.